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PREFACE. 


The  verses  appended  to  the  following  Portraits  have 
been  written  with  the  desire  of  illustrating  the  general 
sentiment  conveyed  both  by  the  name  and  the  print. 
Particular  traditions  are  interesting  only  in  one  point 
of  view ;  but  the  virtues  in  which  they  had  their  origin 
have  a  universal  meaning  and  beauty.  Without,  there- 
fore, wholly  forgetting  the  historical  name,  the  writer 
has  taken  it  rather  as  a  symbol  of  female  gentleness, 
truth,  and  heroism,  than  as  merely  traditional.  May 
the  fair  reader,  as  she  contemplates  the  graces  of  her 
sex,  rendered  brighter  by  trial  and  affliction,  learn  to 
seek  the  same  ornaments ;  though  in  her  case  they 
may,  happily,  only  derive  their  polish  from  a  faith  and 
love  prepared,  but  not  called  upon,  to  suffer. 
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GENEVIEVE. 


Beloved  and  beauteous  Genevieve, 

What  happy  thoughts  thy  soul  possess  I 
Such  dreams  are  sent  not  to  deceive. 
And  thou  wert  never  taught  to  grieve 
;     0*er  airy  feigned  distress. 

Heaven  surely  smiled  upon  thy  birth. 

And  on  thy  brow  its  smile  impressed ; 
For  nothing  that  is  bought  on  earth,   , 
Though  of  Golconda's  self  the  worth,  ■  • 
With  such  a  charm  is  blest. 

And,  beauteous  maiden,  once  again 

The  flowery  spring  shall  greet  thee  here^ 
But  when  its  flowers  are  faded,  then 
Shall  bhght  and  sorrow  come,  as  when 
Unhealthy  night  is  near. 

Ah !   pain  and  woe,  sweet  Genevieve,    I 

Are  brooding  at  thy  side; 
And  thou  thy  shepherd-crook  must  leave, 
The  garlands  which  thy  fingers  weave. 

To  deck  thy  brother's  bride. 
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GENEVIEVE. 

But  what  around  a  form  so  fair 

Can  bring  the  ministers  of  ill? 
Or  knit  so  smooth  a  brow  with  care. 
As  if  the  burdened  heart  must  dare 
To  force  the  patient  will? 

Alas !   that  thou  shouldst  have  to  hear 

God's  loved  and  holy  name  blasphemed ! 
But  whatsoe'er  thy  natural  fear, 
When  all  had  fled  who  held  thee  dear. 
Or  thou  hadst  faithful  deemed  ; 

Thy  soul,  by  hope  divine  upheld. 

Confessed  the  truth ;   and  thou  wert  led 
Where  maddened  crowds  their  fiiry  yelled. 
While  some,  by  holiest  love  compelled. 
Sweet  tears  of  pity  shed. 

Young  Genevieve  !    thy  sorrows  speak 

So  sadly  to  the  trembling  heart. 
That  they  have  blanched  the  ruddiest  cheek 
Of  those  who  have  been  taught  to  seek, 
like  thee,  the  better  part."    ""'^^^^ 

But  well  they  know  who  rise  above 

The  heart's  debasing  fear. 
That  thou  didst  well  thy  faith  to  prove, 
And  find  a  shelter  for  thy  love. 

No  love  is  sure  of  here. 
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THE  EMPRESS  BERTHA. 


Illustrious  Bertha !  known  to  fame 
Less  by  that  imperial  name  , 
Which  thy  sire  did  purchase  thee 
With  a  princely  chivalry. 
Than  by  graces  womanly — 
Patience,  constancy,  and  love, 
Such  as  could  all  trials  prove; 
Steadfast  in  the  hour  of  joy. 
Turned,  alas  !   to  thy  annoy ; 
Meekly  to  thy  consort's  will 
Bending,  though  he  wrought  thee  ill ; 

And,  when  grief  upon  him  pressed,  | 

Exiled,  poor,  and  sore  distressed. 
Showing,  with  ambition  fond, 
cHow,  while  men  and  kings  despond, 
iWoman,  with  her  patient  heart, 
flight  and  bliss  can  still  impart.  1 
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THE   EMPRESS    BERTHA.  V 

Imperial  Berths !   great  wert  thou 

With  sceptred  hand  and  crowned  brow;  '%' 

But  nobler  when,  along  the  rude     , 

And  naked  Alpine  solitude. 

Thou  mad'st  thy  wretched  husband  rest 

His  load  of  sorrows  on  thy  breast.  ^^  ♦ 

And  yet,  though  great  and  noble  then,  -^    : 

Thy  virtues  shone  far  brighter  when  Mt 

Thou  from  thy  throne  recovered  stole,  ^ 

While  pestilence  and  famine  raved. 

To  give  to  each  the  measured  dole, 

And  bless  with  smiles  whom  bread  had  saved.  .  ' 

Imperial  Bertha !   may  the  page  ^ 

On  which  thy  name  was  first  impressed 
Be  treasured  still  from  age  to  age — 

Thy  name  with  glory  still  invest  1 
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EUDOXIA. 


■■■"■  -^  ■.■■   ■    ;  .  ♦ 

Alas  for  her,  whose  spirit  sore  distrest  - 

Seeks  but  in  wasteful  solitudes  for  rest  I  ^  '■ 

The  darkness  deepens  round  her  as  she  sighs. 
And  the  last  hope  within  her  bosom  dies : 
Thus  lorn  Eudoxia  strives  her  woes  to  heal, — 
Those  woes  which  only  broken  hearts  can  feel. 

Around  her  spreads  the  forest's  pathless  gloom,  j 

Its  silent  shades  fit  emblem  of  the  tomb :  * 

Pale  phantoms  cross  her  path, — a  fearful  light 

Gleams  as  they  pass,  then  melts  away  in  night : 

Poor  wanderer !  whither,  whither  wouldst  thou  run,  ^ 

These  wild  creations  of  thy  brain  to  shun  ? 

Around  her  arm  a  poisonous  adder  twines ; 

A  meaning  horror  in  his  beauty  shines : 

Her  tender  flesh  feels  not  the  envenomed  dart. 

Not  yet  the  blood  has  curdled  round  her  heart:  ] 

But  pangs  more  feared  the  adder's  coil  foretells. 

And  her  swoln  breast  with  deeper  anguish  swells. 
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EUDOXIA. 


At  length,  where  human  foot  had  rarely  been, 

Except  to  shroud  some  sorrow,  or  some  sin, 

A  stone-built  hermitage  appears  in  view,  $?^ 

Half  hid  mid  cypress,  ash,  and  darksome  yew  :  ''■':'':■ 

A  place  for  grief,  which,  with  unhallowed  pride, 

Heaven's  righteous  scorn  hath  tempted  or  defied. 

No  voice  of  welcome  there  the  stranger  greets,^ 
No  pitying  eye  the  look  inquiring  meets:       «     ,? 
Poor  lorn  Eudoxial  seek'st  thou  not  in  vain    ; 
To  shelter  here  thy  dark  remorse  and  pain? 
Why  tum'st  thou  not  in  mute  despair  away? 
Why,  parting,  seem  thy  quivering  hps  to  pray? 
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No  I  by  that  one  warm  tear  upon  thy  cheek 

Thy  tale  is  told:  with  spirit  bowed  and  meek 

Thou  waitest  at  the  gate — to  human  sense 

So  cold,  so  drear — the  gate  of  penitence. 

But  watch  and  pray,  nor  dread  the  present  gloom, 

Soon  heaven's  warm  sunshine  shall  thy  path  illume. 
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THE   EMPBESS   HELENA. 


MoTHEE  of  him  whose  sceptre  swayed 

The  empire  of  the  world, 
Whom  Celt,  and  Goth,  and  Crete  obeyed,- 

Whose  nobler  conquest  hurled 
^ods,  demigods,  from  fSeme  and  throne, 

That  He  who  nerved  the  warrior's  arm 
Against  old  Error's  sorcerer  charm, 

Might  reign  as  God  alone. 

Mother  of  him  whose  tranced  eye 

Beheld  mid  battle  stem  and  dread, 
■Prophetic  in  the  Eastern  sky, 

Salvation's  banner  broad  outspread; 
And  thence  to  Him  his  vow  preferred. 

Whose  cross  he  made  his  shield. 
And  saw  a  hundred  nations  yield 

Glad  captives  to  his  word. 
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THE    EMPRESS    HELENA. 

-■^   .•\-^'\^:W-rv-. 

Blessed  for  the  son  whom  thou  didst  bear,  #^  t 

But  not  for  him  alone;  ;    . 

Thy  soul  the  loftiest  grace  did  share  .   ■ 

That  in  his  spirit  shone: 
Courage  and  fervent  charity,  i 

Wisdom  and  faith  divine,  _        ~        IL. 

And  meek  and  patient  thought  were  thine,      "      " 

Affections  set  on  high.  j 

And  many  were  the  shrines  which  rose  7t 

Obedient  to  thy  will. 
To  mark  the  spots  where  saints  repose,  > 

Their  works  remembered  still. 
And  didst  thou  weary  in  thine  age? 

Let  Calvary  and  Bethlehem  tell;      ^  xj^-fT 

They  show  us  yet  how  wise  and  well  ' 

Faith  led  thee  on  thy  pilgrimage.  ' 
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HELDA. 


Those  times  are  past,  nor  let  the  thoughtful  Muse 

Deny  her  thanks  to  heaven,  when  Rapine  laughed 
At  social  rule,  and  tyrants  dare  refuse 

To  curb  one  passion  which  the  bowl  they  quaffed 
Fired  into  madness.     They  were  times  of  dread 

To  innocence ;  and  Virtue  trembling  saw 
Homesteads  and  altars  crushed  beneath  the  tread 

Of  hateful  Vice,  or  bold  insatiate  War. 

Those  times  are  past :  but  neither  let  the  few 

Who  wish  to  meditate  aright  forget 
That  there  have  ever  been  the  good  and  true. 

Bom  in  dark  times,  as  beacons  to  be  set 
Amid  the  shallows  of  a  stormy  sea. 

Of  such  were  they  who  shunned  the  haunts  of  men. 
After  long  strife  had  taught  them  that  the  free 

Could  find  no  home  but  in  the  darksome  glen. 
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HELD A. 

Tlience  rose  those  sacred  hostelries  of  old 

By  stream,  and  fountain,  and  sequestered  well; 
Where  long,  as  fond  tradition  oft  hath  told, 

The  holiest  and  the  wisest  wont  to  dwell. 
Nor  failed  the  milder  virtues  there  to  grow. 

Sweet  piety,  and  zeal  for  holy  deeds, 
And  thoughtful  faith  and  knowledge,  which  bestow 

Such  balm  upon  the  heart  which  inly  bleeds. 

And  of  that  sisterhood  which  did  but  shun 

The  world,  that  they  the  world  might  better  serve, 
Wert  thou,  untiring  Helda !     Still  undone 

Thy  work,  as  long  as  trials  came  to  nerve 
Thy  faithful  soul  with  argument  for  prayer. 

Or  patient  labour,  such  as  souls  like  thine 
Alone  encounter  wisely,  nor  would  care 

To  change  for  aught  of  good,  if  not  divine. 
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LYDIA. 


Ecstatic  passion, — agonising  thought. 
Roused  by  the  revelations  of  a  truth, 
Which  hearts  like  thine  but  rarely  learn  in  youth, 
This  sudden  tempest  in  thy  soul  hath  wrought. 
Maiden !    still  fix  thine  earnest  gaze  above  : 
Thou  shalt  drink  deeply  of  that  stream  of  love. 
Which  only  to  such  worshippers  shall  be 
Unsealed — a  fountain  fathomless  and  free. 

This  is  thine  hour  of  trial :   be  thou  strong 

In  faith  and  truth,  and  soon  the  storm  shall  cease, 
And  nought  of  dread  or  anguish  shall  belong 

To  this,  thy  spirit's  birth:   thou  shalt  have  peace 
Sweeter  than  swept  the  Galilean  waves. 
When  He,  who  thus  thy  soul  awakened  saves. 
Bade  them  be  still,  that  they  who  knew  Him  best 
Might,  while  they  trembled,  seek  in  Him  their  rest. 
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LYDIA. 


Nor  wonder  that  thy  heart  so  wildly  beats. 
Or  that  thy  nature  to  its  depths  is  moved: 

How  should  it  be  with  her  whose  spirit  meets 
Now  first  the  only  being  it  hath  loved? 

Loved  as  a  spirit  conscious  of  its  power — 

God's  grace  and  truth  its  more  than  royal  dower ; 

Its  spouse  the  King  of  kings  and  Lord  of  lords ; 

Its  hymeneal  sung  to  heavenly  chords. 

But  calm  thy  tumults :  still  a  darksome  way 

Awaits  thee,  earnest  convert !   toil  and  grief 
Shall  leave  thee  little  more  than  power  to  pray. 
And  hope,  at  best,  to  bring  thy  heart  rehef. 
Yet,  though  this  hour  of  rapture  soon  must  end. 
And  Heaven  its  sterner  powers  chastising  send, 
The  day  of  joy  and  triumph  shall  return. 
And  thy  pure  soul  with  love  seraphic  bum. 
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CATHERINE    OF  ALEXANDRIA. 


Thou  peerless  dame  of  that  famed  city,  where 

The  wondrous  Origen  his  scholars  taught 
To  fathom  the  vast  depths  of  truth,  and  bare 

The  hidden  spirit  to  the  pure  in  thought : 
And  where  the  sainted  scholar,  he  whose  name 

Is  linked  with  holiest  doctrine,  lived  to  prove 
How  faith  may  win  the  loftiest  meed  of  fame. 

And  yield  it  suffering  with  confiding  love. 


But  what  were  these,  the  noblest  in  the  line 

Of  the  great  doctors  of  the  ancient  time, 
Had  not  a  mightier  taught  such  souls  as  thine. 

Steadfast  confessor,  that  steep  height  to  climb, 
Whence  grace  might  shine  conspicuous,  and  win 

The  world  to  own  its  radiance?     On  thee, 
And  such  as  thou  wert,  souls  enslaved  by  sin 

Looked,  and  then  prayed  that  God  might  make  them  free, 
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CATHERINE    OF    ALEXANDEIA. 

Nor  subtlest  error,  nor  the  fragrant  breath 

Of  passionate  love,  nor  friendship  with  its  lure 
Less  startling  but  more  dangerous;  nor  death, 

Foretelling  what  it  can  make  hearts  endure 
Which  throb  like  thine, — not  aught,  with  life  imbued 

Of  energy  intense,  thy  soul  could  turn 
From  its  appointed  conflict.     Thou  hadst  sued 

For  truth ;  and  truth  thou  didst  with  suffering  earn. 
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CATHERINE    OF    ALEXANDRIA. 

Nor  subtlest  error,  nor  the  fragrant  breath 

Of  passionate  love,  nor  friendship  with  its  lure 
Less  startling  but  more  dangerous;  nor  death. 

Foretelling  what  it  can  make  hearts  endure 
Which  throb  like  thine, — not  aught,  with  life  imbued 

Of  energy  intense,  thy  soul  could  turn 
From  its  appointed  conflict.     Thou  hadst  sued 

For  truth ;  and  truth  thou  didst  with  suffering  earn. 
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FLAVIA   DOMITILLA. 


For  ever  hallowed  be  the  word, 
Which  first  by  humblest  spirits  heard, 
,     Hath  since  in  its  victorious  course 
Struck  down  the  shield  of  tyrant  force ; 
And  blessed  be  they,  the  good  and  meek, 
Who  dared  the  raging  battle  seek. 
With  nought  to  stem  the  tumult  there 
But  truth  and  right  a^d  peaceful  prayer. 

Sublime  the  word  of  ancient  days. 
When  human  power  and  human  praise, 
Lost  in  one  grand  o'erruling  thought, 
"■-:  Moved  souls,  by  heavenly  wisdom  taught, 
To  speak  where  mercy's  self  was  dumb; 
To  smile  where  hope  had  never  come  ; 
To  bear  the  olive-branch  of  peace. 
Where  war  was  never  known  to  cease. 
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FLAVIA  DOMITILLA. 

And  thou  wert  of  that  holy  band, 
Bright  Flavia,  with  thy  sacred  wand. 
Little  in  early  times  didst  thou, 
Of  such  soft  heart  and  placid  brow, 
Believe  that  thou  ordain'dst  could  be 
To  hold  a  course  so  bold  and  free, — 
The  first  in  courts  luxurious  bred, 
Life's  rough  and  narrow  path  to  tread. 

But,  gentle  champion  of  Truth, 
And  Peace  her  sister,  had  thy  youth 
Been  wanting  of  that  vital  grace 
Which  made  thy  soul  the  resting-place 
Of  virtue  in  its  noblest  guise. 
Thou  hadst  not  won  the  golden  prize. 
Which  they  shall  never  seek  in  vain 
Whose  sufferings  are  a  Church's  gain. 
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ADELAIDE. 


She  lived  secluded  in  a  lonesome  dell, 

Sweet  Adelaide,  and  yet  would  sing  her  lay 

Like  any  village  girl  whom  frohc  May 

Has  made  a  queen  for  one  brief  summer  day : 

It  was  her  will  in  that  retreat  to  dwell. 
She  had  within  it  all  her  heart  desired ; 
For  there  she  Hved  a  solemn  life  inspired, — 
That  life  which,  when  the  soul  with  hope  is  fired. 

Teaches  far  more  than  magic  or  its  spell. 

Nature  endowed  her  with  such  power,  that  when 
The  winter  howled  along  the  wilderness. 
And  the  fierce  winds  dared  furiously  oppress 
The  peopled  valleys,  and  a  deep  distress 

Burdened  the  frozen  limbs  and  hearts  of  men. 
She  could  go  forth,  and  with  her  joyous  smile 
The  scowling  hours  of  half  their  frowns  beguile ; 
And  as  she  raised  her  looks  to  heaven  the  while 

Drive  dark  despair  to  morass,  bog,  and  fen. 
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ADELAIDE. 

She  had  a  certain  boldness  in  her  trust, 

And  therefore  feared  nor  winter  storms  nor  night ; 
Nor  doubted  she,  when  even  frost  and  blight 
Had  swept  the  earth  of  grass  and  flowers,  that  quite 

The  promise  of  the  year  was  fall'n  to  dust.  ^ 

She  saw,  with  that  keen  glance  which  love  bestows. 
Beneath  the  thick'ning  gloom  and  crystal  snows, 
The  deepening  stream  of  life,  which  ever  flows ; 

And  'twas  her  happy  faith  that  flow  it  must. 

When  summer  came  she  paced  the  narrow  ways 

Which  led  through  wilds  that  had  been  waste  and  dread. 
But  for  the  blessed  heavens  above  her  head. 
And  for  the  dews  which  morn  and  evening  shed. 

And  for  the  sweet  reflection  of  some  days. 
Which  were  to  her  a  rich  possession  still. 
And  as  she  walked  along,  by  earnest  will 
She  made  the  most  capricious  thought  fulfil 

The  work  of  life,  and  cheerful  task  of  praise. 


And  thus  she  spent  her  days  :  but  though  to  her 
The  world  remained  unknown,  known  to  the  world 
Was  her  rare  grace  j  and  when  the  lip  was  curled, 
The  scornful  lip  of  pride,  and  folly  hurled 

Despite  at  her,  there  were  who  could  prefer 
Her  virtues  to  the  brightest  coronal 
Of  earthly  beauty,  that  the  world  could  sell 
To  the  best  bidder;  and  old  stories  tell, 

That  she  was  wooed  and  won  by  prince  deserving  her. 
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THEEESA. 


Through  a  window  nobly  dight 
With  the  sainted  chivalry, 
Which  the  painter's  hand  and  eye 
In  old  times  could  bring  to  hght, 
Looked  the  moon  one  blessed*  night. 
Rejoicing  in  the  sky. 

Quietly,  as  if  they  felt 
All  that  life,  so  deep  and  still, 
Which  inspired  the  painter's  skill. 

There  the  saints  and  martyrs  knelt; 

And  the  moonlight  seemed  to  melt 
like  glory  to  their  will. 

On  that  night  a  gentle  child. 
Led  by  her  own  simple  thought. 
To  the  vaulted  minster  brought 
All  that  load  of  fancies  wild, 
Which  her  mind  had  oft  beguiled 
From  what  her  books  had  taught. 
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THERESA. 

She  gazed  on  the  emblazoned  show ; 
Sweet  wonder  filled  her  soul ; 

For  as  she  saw  the  moonlight  flow. 
And  like  a  spreading  fountain  roll, 
She  read  distinct  each  precious  scroll, 

And  sought  each  saint  to  know. 

But  one  sweet  face  was  there. 

Which  looked  from  out  a  train 
Of  weeping  women, — ^passing  fair. 

It  bore  the  trace  of  pain ; 

But  lovingly,  as  if  'twere  gain 
The  sufierer's  lot  to  bear. 

And,  fixed  in  pensive  awe. 
The  young  Theresa  mused; 

For  there  she  saw,  or  deemed  she  saw, 
What  oft  her  pious  mother  used 
To  tell  of  times  when  sore  abused 

Was  God's  revealed  law. 

And  what  that  night  she  learned. 

Was  treasured  in  her  heart 
So  fondly,  that  it  only  burned 
With  holy  love,  and  humbly  yearned  .    "' 

For  saintly  blessedness. 

And  when  in  after  times  she  came. 

With  deep  experience  fraught. 
And  read  again  the  emblazoned  name. 

With  moonhght  tints  inwrought. 

She  bless'd  the  night  when  first  she  caught 
Devotion's  sacred  flame. 
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POTIMIANA. 


Beneath  a  weight  of  mountains  hid, 
A  pure  bright  fountain  sprung ; 

Nor  wintry  storms  its  gladness  chid. 
Nor  flattering  south  winds  hung 

Beside  its  marge,  to  tell  of  aught 

Not  innocent  as  an  infant's  thought. 

To  that  lone  fount  a  maiden  came, 
Whose  guileless  spirit  knew 

Nought  wonderful  but  Jesu's  name ; 
Nought  but  His  Gospel  true. 

But  that  to  her  such  wisdom  gave. 

As  taught  her  many  a  soul  to  save. 

And  next  a  village  damsel  strove 
To  reach  the  lonely  well; 

It  was  for  holy,  filial  love 
She  came,  and  sought  to  tell 

That  all  the  nether  springs  had  left 

Her  dying  sire  of  hope  bereft. 
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POTIMIANA. 


'*  And  let  us  see  what  prayer  may  do," 

The  wise  Potimiana  cried : 
"  God  can  this  well  itself  imbue 

With  life,  so  that,  with  draughts  supplied 
From  its  pure  depths,  thy  sire  again 
May  tread  these  vales  untouched  by  pain." 

And  long  the  maidens  prayed ;  nor  doubt 
That  fervent  prayer  is  heard  in  heaven; 

Nor  think  to  spirits  fond,  devout. 
Bliss  only  for  themselves  is  given. 

The  maidens  prayed  :  ah !  happy  they 

Whom  faith  and  love  have  taught  to  pray. 

We  say  not  that  the  well  was  now 

More  holy  than  before. 
But  if  some  pilgrim  made  his  vow. 

Not  idly  as  of  yore, 
'Twas  that  he  from  the  maidens  knew 
How  they  with  prayer  the  waters  drew. 
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AGNES. 


Beautifui-  maiden !  wherefore  seekest  thou 

With  silent  step  the  sohtary  vale  ? 
Nought  on  thy  ruby  Up,  or  placid  brow. 

Betrays  the  mystery  of  a  lover's  tale. 

Well  fitted  wert  thou,  lovely  as  thou  art. 

To  add  new  grace  to  beauty's  courtly  throng; 

To  wake  true  passion  in  some  princely  heart, 
And  be  the  theme  of  minstrelsy  and  song. 

But,  sainted  Agnes  !  purest  of  thy  race. 

They  who  had  wooed  thee  well  in  hall  or  bower. 

Knew  not  how  thought  divine  and  heavenly  grace 
Wrought  in  thy  soul  with  more  than  wonted  power. 

Thou  couldst  indeed  have  loved :  with  heart  like  thine. 
How  fond  had  been  the  pledges  of  thy  youth ! 

But  on  thy  soul  Heaven  set  its  sacred  sign, 
And  won  thee  with  the  hoHest  charms  of  truth. 


ii^ifci      r     II  ■liihTiiliiiliii'm  ■         -  *■ 


Ytf  V.w^^iP^'' 


ui-^tH 


-■f-  ^  V  ,.j.^5: 


AGNES. 

And  now,  though  exquisite  thy  form,  and  sweet 

Thy  voice  as  music,  few  will  bear  to  prove 
What  thou  wouldst  teach  them ;  as  instruction  meet 

For  those  who  speak  to  such  as  thou  of  love.  ■■:^f. 

And  hence,  sweet  Agnes !  gladly  dost  thou  flee 

To  heath  and  valley,  and  the  lonely  hill. 
Where  song  of  birds,  and  murmurs  of  the  bee. 

And  whispering  winds,  thine  ear  with  music  fill. 

Nor  quite  alone  art  thou ;  for  at  thy  side 

Stands  the  best  symbol  nature  could  afford 

Of  Him  who  meek  and  uncomplaining  died, — 

True  Lamb  of  God, — man's  sacrifice  and  Lprd ! 

» 

Maiden !  thy  soul  was  gentle  as  the  breath 

Of  summer  mornings ;  but  in  times  of  ruth 
'Twas  stem  and  strong,  and  could  encounter  death. 

Right  glad  to  be  an  offering  for  the  truth. 
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MARGARITE. 


Maiden  !  thou  art  wandering  far 

From  thy  happy,  quiet  home : 
On  thee  nightly  shines  the  star, 

Dear  to  him  who  loves  to  roam : 
Now  the  forest-depths  surround  thee ; 

Now  the  desert  hu^s  thee  on : 
Wouldst  thou,  maiden !  but  be  free  ? 

Trustest  thou  some  poet's  song? 

Maiden  !  by  that  look  X  know 

*Tis  no  idle  dream  of  thine 
Which  thy  spirit,  meek  and  low. 

Can  to  such  bold  thoughts  incline 
Whence  then,  tell  me,  whence  the  charm 

Which  thy  step  still  onward  guides? 
Is  it  hope,  or  dark  alarm, 
:   Through  thy  tender  bosom  glides  ? 
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MARGARITE. 

Maiden !  by  the  savage  form 

Haunting  thee  with  terrors  rude. 
Like  some  monster  of  the  storm 

Bred  on  ocean's  solitude, 
Well  I  know  thee  as  of  those, 

Who,  to  God  and  virtue  true. 
All  their  hopes  on  Him  repose, — 

Good  immortal  still  pursue. 

Maiden!  by  the  words  that  rest 

On  thy  Ups  in  rapture  parted; 
By  the  sign  upon  thy  breast, 

Whence  such  fervent  sighs  have  started 
Maiden  !  nobler  far  than  all, 

By  the  cross  thou  bear'st  on  high. 
Thou  to  peace  shalt  many  call, — 

Thou  the  fiercest  foe  defy ! 
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CECILIA. 


Sweet  mistress  of  those  choruses  which  oft 
From  the  far  regions  of  the  past  return. 

To  cheer  the  favoured  minstrel  with  some  soft 
And  heavenly  melody,  where  seraphs  bum 

In  the  pure  flame  of  love,  thou  leamest  now 

Strains  which  surpass  in  power  thy  most  ambitious  vow . 

But  it  was  first  on  earth  that  thou  didst  find 
The  fountains  of  thy  music ;  and  of  all 

From  which  thy  genius  drew,  for  heart  and  mind 
The  sweetest  elements,  the  tones  which  fall 

Still  readiest  from  thy  harp,  none  were  so  dear 

As  thine  own  mother's  voice,  even  like  an  angel's  clear. 


And  next  to  that  were  Nature's  echoings ; 

*    Those  stem  or  loving  sounds  which  ever  sweep 

Around  the  earth,  as  murmurs  from  the  springs 

Of  happy  vales :  nor  rarely  did  the  steep 
And  perilous  sea-rock  whisper  to  thine  ear 
Such  sounds  as  'twere  not  well  for  meaner  souls  to  hear. 
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CECILIA. 

But  next,  and  grander  far  than  all  beside, 
Were  the  full  harmonies  of  holy  writ; 

Made  audible  to  thee,  by  a  grace  denied 

To  hearts  less  pure :  and  oft  as  thou  didst  sit 

Alone,  in  thy  still  chamber,  truth  revealed 

The  very  depths  of  life  where  music  lies  concealed. 

And  then  it  was,  Cecilia,  that  thy  soul 

Learnt  to  command,  with  power  unknown  before. 

The  organ's  swell,  and  from  its  depths  to  roll 
Rich  floods  of  voice-like  notes,  and  kindred  lore; 

WhUe  the  young  hours,  in  pious  rapture  bound. 

Resolved  thy  name  to  bear  in  their  eternal  round. 
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PAULA. 


Thou  art,  fair  Paula,  on  a  troubled  sea, 

But  not  so  perilous  as  that  whereon 
Thou  hast  so  lately  voyaged.     Here  the  free 

And  boisterous  winds, — the  waves  which  with  their  long 
And  melancholy  murmurs  beat  the  shore. 

Speak  freely  to  the  heart;  and  thou  to  them 
Canst  listen  with  deUght ;  for  they  adore 

One  God,  the  same  as  thou :  nor  would  they  whelm 
Thy  bark,  though  light  as  gossamer,  at  the  will 

Of  the  most  furious  tempest  that  e'er  wrought. 
They  are  His  ministers,  and  serve  Him  still. 

As  at  the  first  by  His  great  mandate  taught. 

Fear  not|  then,  maiden  !  trust  thy  bark  where'er 
Nature  obeys  her  God;   but  do  not  dwell. 

If  flight  can  save  thee,  where  dark  passions  rear 
Their  hideous  forms,  and  'gainst  His  rule  rebel. 
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PAULA. 


Soon  on  thy  solitary  track  shall  rise 

That  star  which  brings  to  faithful  souls  Uke  thine 
Hopes  of  unspeakable  glory;   and  the  skies. 

Consenting  with  the  loving  waves,  shall  shine 
Around  thee,  as  the  visible  element 

Of  nature's  life.      Nor  doubt  but  that  the  hope 
Which  stirs  thy  soul,  is  as  some  angel  sent         f 

To  tell  thee  how  thou  mayst  with  sorrow  cope ; 
And,  thinking  of  that  anchor  cast  within 

The  sacred  veil,  mayst  boldly  view  the  main;  . 
Sure  that  thy  bark,  even  as  thy  soul,  shall  vmil 

Its  rightfiil  course,  and  destined  haven  gain.    . 
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EELICITE. 


Heeoic  woman !   how  thy  spirit  glowed 
With  joy  ecstatic,  when  thine  eye  beheld 

The  first  red  drops  which  down  thy  bosom  flowed, 
And  told  thee  that  thy  nature,  which  rebelled 

Against  the  cross,  was  now  prepared  to  greet 

Whatever  might  make  thee  for  the  Saviour  meet. 

As  still  the  deepening  agony  prevailed 

Through  every  limb,  and  heart  and  brain,  aware 
Of  what  a  prize  were  lost  if  either  failed. 

Fought  with  intenser  zeal  against  despair, — 
So  found  the  stream  of  living  grace  its  way, 
And  death  looked  doubtful  of  its  wonted  prey. 

Thy  soft  and  modest  heart,  meek  sufferer,  quailed. 
As  fiery  eyes  arrested  that  sweet  look. 

Which  in  thy  happy  days  had  almost  failed 
To  meet  thy  lover's  gaze;  and  faintly  shook 

Thy  sinking  frame,  when  fell  the  broidered  vest. 

So  closely  folded  on  thy  heaving  breast. 


1    I*  '  '-^    -  -- 


S^^BH 


■.■#:■-• 


VSLICITi. 

Bat  death  hath  veiled  thee !  the  arena  swims 
In  misty  darkness ;  and  thou  seest  no  more. 

Unearthly  Ught  the  earthly  eye  bedims. 
And  thy  firm  step  is  on  the  eternal  shore. 

So  triumphs  faith,  and  so  the  cross  prevails. 

And  the  meek  heart  o'ercomes  while  nature  fails. 
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